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Author's Notes: 

Nothing like writing realistic humor/crackfic as a cure for sickness, as this has been begging to be written for 
some time, and I've finally found the inspiration and time in quarantine. Based on a true story, from an 
interview with Ray | read a few years back, about a hilarious mishap with Graeme. The story says it all. Title 
comes from a lyric of the Graeme-penned “After You Came" 


"What in the bloody hell is all THIS?" 


Ray Thomas could have instantly descended into great peals of laughter at the bewildered, and somehow, 
almost infuriated look on Justin Hayward's face as he froze in the doorway of the studio with his guitar still 
hanging off his shoulder, several feet ahead. 


He knew better than to do it, when it involved the touchy, upright guitarist, but it didn't keep his efforts to 


prevent it from showing in his face or voice 


"What?" 


"Don't you dare -it's not funny, Ray!" 


"Alright, then what the hell are you so perplexed about, mate?" Ray did let a grin hike his cheeks as he made 
his way up the walk behind Justin, finally coming up to the entryway stoop. 


"YOU have a look and tell ME what THIS is all about!" 
Finally pushing past Justin and looking inside, Ray nearly jumped in awe of the surprise that greeted him. 


It appeared that white and yellow squares, as well as the occasional pastel one, were floating through the air 


of the entire studio hallway, all at various heights. 

Upon closer inspection, stepping inside the front hallway, Ray could see the translucent strips of tape running 
down from the ceiling, attached to the squares, which were stick-on notes. It didn't take long for him to then 
notice that they had been written on. 


"Why, | wonder who put these up there." With a playful grin, Ray plucked one down and presented it to Justin, 
so that they could both read it at once. 


Where the fuck are they? 


Justin's expression intensified as he took a few steps down toward the recording room door, and pulled down 


another one. 
Why aren't they here? 
The only thing that kept Justin from being entirely baffled by the notes was the recognizable handwriting. 


"Graeme..?" Ray whispered the name under his breath, trying to connect the dots, just before Justin shattered 


the silence. 
"Graeme, what are THESE?" 
Silence, once again. No response. 


Ray and Justin swapped suspicious looks with each other. With both coming to think of it, Graeme's car had 


been outside. 


Stepping into the live recording room, they were greeted with more notes hanging from the ceiling, and no 


Graeme to lay eyes on 


Ray pulled down another note and read it aloud. "Why am | on my own?" 


"Graeme, WHERE ARE YOU?" Justin motioned for Ray to keep quiet, and cupped his hand behind his ear. 
Still, nothing. 


"Nevermind that," Ray finally declared, touching the long strips of tape going all the way up to the five and a 
half meter ceiling. "I'd like to know how the hell he got these up there!" 


"By some incredibly dangerous or stupid method, l'm sure," Justin grumbled, casting a brief upward glance of 
his own. The ceiling was near triple the height of any of them, and with Graeme undeniably being below 
average height, there was no way standing on any chair or table -or even standing on a chair stacked upon a 


table -would get him to where he could hang them up. 


Then, at the sound of the door swinging open, both Ray and Justin swiftly turned around on their heels, 


expecting to see Graeme, but instead being met by John Lodge, who wore a half smile of comical confusion 
"| see Graeme's beat us here, and he has been quite busy," he mused. 


"To say the least! If only we could just find him" Justin began following John toward the door to the office 
adjacent to the recording space. "Did he put them in there, too?" 


It shouldn't be difficult to find out” John pushed the door open, before breaking into quiet laughter at the 
sight of more stick-on notes suspended above the desk which he did the management work no one else wanted 
to bother with. 

‘Oh, Lord have mercy!" 

"Is he in here?" asked Justin, pushing his way past John to have a look. 


"Doesn't appear to be." 


"Do they know something | don't?" Ray recited another note. "I don't know, Graeme, | believe you might know 


more things than we do, starting with wherever you are, and how in the bloody hell you got these up there!" 


"I think we've all got lots of questions to consider about this, perhaps instead starting with why he was here 


long enough before us to do all this." John pulled down a note in the office and examined it with a quizzical look 


Then, he lit up with a soft murmur of "Ah, | see, now," before passing it over to Ray, who finally stepped in to 
have a look himself. 


Justin stood on his toes, all but leaning on Ray to peer at the scrap of paper over his shoulder. 


"They said ‘midday’, are they playing a joke to show up at midnight?" Justin frowned. "But we didn't say 


‘midday’. We said ‘around three’. ls that not correct? We can't all be wrong, can we?" 


"When was it we made agreements to meet back here?" asked Ray, as they made their way back to the live 
room. "| remember that we agreed about three, but, come to think of it, | hardly remember when or how we 


did it." 


"At the pub, not last night, but the night before, after working all day," Justin realized, before wincing. "I think 


we were all half-pissed, and nearly all of us stoned" 
"Perhaps not the brightest plan-" 
John stopped mid-sentence as the door from the entry hall cracked open yet again. 


"Ah, | see there's been some decorating," declared Mike, just the hint of a dry smile in his voice in regard to 
what he was now arriving to. "Not what | would have thought of, myself, though l'm not opposed to it. It's 
quite interesting.” 


‘Oh, its very interesting, alright” Ray gazed up to the ceiling and did another double-take. "I'm still trying to 


figure out how Graeme got them up there!" 


"So." Mike sobered up as he entered the office to come face to face with his band mates. "Pray anyone tell 
what's happened here?" 


John took the note from Ray's hand and passed it to Mike, before Justin handed him the others he and Ray 


had collectively taken down. 


Mike blankly stared at the notes, examining them closely, before finally, a sinister grin crept over his face and 
he emitted a low chuckle. 


"Oh, poor Graeme has no idea he's created a situation for himself he may never live down" He passed the 


notes back to John. "Where is he, by the way? | saw his car outside." 


At this question, the storage closet door abruptly swung open with a squeak of the hinge, causing poor Justin 
to jump a foot in the air. 


"AHA! THERE all of you are, asking the same question that | HAVE been," Graeme shouted, jumping wildly 
through the door. "Right here, this whole bloody time, by the way! | think it's only fair the lot of you had to 
question where | might be for a mere few MINUTES, when I've been looking for all of YOU for the better part 
of two HOURS!" 


"Ai yi yi," groaned Ray, before cracking up, yet again, and not even bothering to hide it. 


"And for that, NO, | think I'll NOT reveal how it is | hung all of these up!" Graeme finally gave way to a cunning 
grin of his own as he pointed at Justin. "Although, | must say, even if | should never cease to hear about this 


day, seeing and hearing your response to it will always be well worth the curse!" 
Justin sighed, shaking his head, before finally allowing a smirk of his own. 


"Bloody hell, Graeme. Next time, just ring one of us at home! We said ‘three’, its not our fault you heard 


wrong!" 


"Well, it doesn't matter who heard what when that's all done, and we're all here now," suggested Mike. "Are 
there any last thoughts of it anyone must share?" 


Finally, John sighed, as if bracing himself for ridicule, before finally speaking. 
"You know, be it boring, or whatever any of you will call it, | think we've really got to start making these 
decisions of where and when we're next going to meet with each other before we become inebriated in some 


way or another." 


Ray and Mike looked at each other, then to Graeme, and Graeme looked to Justin, before they all glanced to 
John, then up at the hanging tape, and back to each other. 


Dodging a teasing snigger from Ray, Graeme cleared his throat. 


‘Ordinarily, any of us might laugh for your being too responsible to have any fun, but | think you might just 


have a point this once, mate." 


